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curiosity that easily develops into partisanship. There are scarcely any women about, for in Peshawur a good wife is content with such sun and air as she can get from the roof of her house, and would think it no compliment to be allowed to walk abroad, since that is the privilege of the old and plain. But the children swarm everywhere, and in no European city would you see so many gay, swaggering, handsome young men as you will meet in a morning's walk through Peshawur. The scene on a sunny morning is incomparably vivid, and you may spend hours in vainly trying to decipher its meaning.
From the southern gate you see a slight depression in the blue mountains to the west, and beyond it a long line of snow. The depression is the Khyber, and the snow is on the mountains of Afghanistan. One of the thrills of Indian travel is to realize suddenly that behind these hills